INTRODUCTION
István Kemény is one of the most important living Hungarian poets at the turn of the 21 st century: "We all come out from Kemény's overcoat, " I once said, obviously with some infatuation, and I do not think differently today, I would just put it more carefully: we can hardly pull ourselves from his sphere of influence.
According to Lajos Parti Nagy, " [Kemény] is a fundamental person, he cannot really be avoided, though I could not say that he would stand in anyone's way. " Besides his own generation, the ones who have started their career at the beginning of the 1980s (Árpád Kun, Krisztina Tóth, István Vörös), he has affected at least two but rather three generations of poets (starting with János Térey and Krisztián Peer, through Zoltán Sopotnik and Péter Pollágh, till Márió Nemes Z. and Renátó Fehér) who were influenced by his work, every period of which is revealing as Kemény conquers newer and newer degrees of freedom, and he compels his readers towards hem. In the beginning of his career, countering the "ideal of the poem" that was expected from socialist cultural politics, he built different myths, legends or even elements of science fictions into the world of his poems, consciously and with a playful attitude, then later he mixed them together slowly into an own mythology, and he got more and more airily capable of forming seemingly banal sentences into poems -amongst other things, that is why he has been called "the" postmodern poet from the middle of the 1990s.
Apparently, this category was narrow for him, as well: as he is able to and dares to "worsen" poems intentionally, or as he has revitalized public poetry that was considered to be avoided in the 15 years following the system change (with his poems Búcsúlevél and Nyakkendő): all of these gestures are about the primal demand for freedom and fully experiencing it.
Translating the poems by István Kemény does not seem to be especially problematic at first glance, as the language used here is as if it was spoken. On the level of words, this poetry is plane, simple, almost minimalist. But these calm, even sentences, lacking all sudden changes within the texture are taking little curves, and this way they are more and more directing the flow of speech. The vocabulary is minimalist, but it operates with synonyms built into iterative structures, taking the reader out of the context, while creating new links within the text. The most difficult task to be done here for the translator is to keep up with these processes, these displacements of the text, the basis of which are simple words, that at the same time must create new semantic links as well. These links make it possible for Away to get really close to nonsensical utterances, as a really refined web of meanings are keeping them in context. Another aspect I have to deal with is the rhythm of the texts. Visiting the King may be a relevant example here, because the rhythm of prose was something I had to pay close attention to. This whole text contains one sentence, so it is especially important to keep up with the pace, to have almost as long subordinate clauses as the Hungarian version. But it was sometimes complicated, as the Hungarian language uses much more syllables than the English, though it is not too favorable to have shorter sentences in the translation. It could not be a solution to add new words either, as the economy of the text had to be kept in mind. And this rhythm was sometimes variated with rhymes embedded within lines, producing a kind of arrhythmia. The question of rhyme and rhythm was not such an important factor in 20th Century, Version "B", as the metrical form determines many decisions through the process of translation.
As far as the cultural differences are concerned, the translation text did not have to bridge too big gaps. And not only because for example the poem Away contains quite evident references, like Karl May, but it uses these without their contexts, just like it does with the geographical reference, Danube. It does not work as a symbol here, it is a meaningless setting for the scene. These texts are using the most general statements possible, what makes them highly interesting is how they transform them, but it does not happen through evoking cultural contexts. The idiom "all the roads lead to Rome" is -the paraphrase of which is the starting point of 20th Century, Version "B" -is on the one hand quite widely known, almost a cliché, but it is understood literally, and that is how the aforementioned displacement starts in this case. So it is more like the semantic tension created by a minimalist vocabulary and a highly effective rhythm that makes this poetry unexpectedly enigmatic. What is lyrical here is surprisingly out of nowhere. This unlocatable nature makes it accessible through translation, though the enigma itself is highly needed for the Kemény-experience; the English version hopefully contains it.
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AWAY
There go the water trucks with pure reason instead of water. The fortune-tellers come behind them quarrelling, as usual. The clouds above them with their keyboards, unreachable. All, away, in the same direction. In that direction reels are unwound. That way dogs saunter off with tails between legs. And the musicians wear tails, even the court musicians. Those are the jesters, dragging their form across the ground. And that is the way the Danube is flowing, carrying, comforting its water. All, away, in the same direction. "Look, Papa! There go the girls, all so beautiful!" "I see… what have you smeared your vest with?" There goes Shining Instinct stealthily, from memory to memory. There goes Karl May driving smallpox away. There are teachers promenading teachers, orderly, leggy. There goes the cycling tour that was missed. There rolls the ball at the end of a biro in distant notebooks. There goes the car from Lisbon, a cloud of cigar-smoke around, and there is Móni getting off, who later did not want to live. All, away, in the same direction. "Look, Mama! There go the men, all so handsome!" "I see… but what happened to your vest, my little stain?" There fly the wild geese and their cries. The black one behind is the force that brings and takes them away. This way the surface dries up, and the channel drains down. There is spring, summer, autumn, winter in separate plastic bags. There go the ones who were seen once, and who were many times, and who weren't at last. There go the old ones and those to come. There go the old ones and those to come. There go the water trucks with pure reason instead of water. All, away, in the same direction.
20TH CENTURY, VERSION B
To death are we led by all the roads. I'm shocked, I'm just waiting, Dark green area around Rome: This is the Town that's easy to miss. To death are we led by all the roads, All the roads crowded with caravans. 
